EXTREMES MEET

to several desperate characters. A knife in the back
was not such an entirely ridiculous notion. Certainly it
had been a relief to reach one turning after another and
find it empty. At last the woman had paused beside a
tall unlighted house and peered anxiously up and down
the street before she took a key from her bag and put it
in the lock of the wide, glass-fronted door. She had held
it back for him to pass in before her, and in the blackness
he had felt his pulses quicken. Then she had muttered
something about turning on the light. A bulb had come
to life on the floor above. She had led the way upstairs
and opened the door of the flat. This, too, was unlighted
when they entered. She had shown him into an empty
room, the chief feature of which was an aquarium on the
table in the middle, to the mottled inmates of which the
woman chirped a greeting as if they were canaries in a
cage. "Attendee, un peu^ monsieur, s'zl vow plait" she
had said in the tinny Levantine accent that turns French
into almost the ugliest language of civilization, and then
with another chirp to the goldfish she had left him alone.
He had waited quite ten minutes in a silence that the silent
motion of the fish in their circumscribed bottle-green
world made more complete. Then he had heard the
outer door of the flat gently closed, and a few whispers in
the hall. A moment after, a small man with mousy hair
and pale ragged moustache had come surreptitiously into
the room and stood eyeing him from very pale blue eyes
that were filmed with suspicion and furtiveness almost as
if by a visible cataract.

"You know who I am. ? " he had asked in English, and
to his visitor's shake of the head he had said with a con-
temptuous smile ;
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